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Summary: Vincent Woods has been killing and fearing children for 
years. But what if he becomes what he's hated his whole life? (Rated 
T just in case. Slightly inspired by KudleyFan93 for 
AR . ) 


Karma's a Jerk (FNAF) 

**Hello, people of the FNAF fandom! I'm here today with Karma's a 
Jerk, my newest AR story. Arabian4272 will be working with me on 
this, so we'll take turns on chapters. There will be 15 chapters in 
total, each at least lk words. This is which chapters I'll be 
writing : * * 

**-l (this 
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**-15 (finale)** 

**She'll be writing the ones not listed. If you don't know who she 
is, she's an awesome friend of mine and she's always in the "Reviews 
section. Go check her out, she'll most likely post a review on this 
like she always does. Or just search her, I don't care what you do a 
long as you check her work out. This was suggested by a reader. I'm 



sorry, reader, I deleted your PM. Make yourself known in the reviews 
section! Anyway, time for the notes.** 


**-Vincent, the AR victim, will be 5 years old. Yes, I've never ARed 
someone to that age before. But it'll be amazing, trust 
me . ** 

**-He'll also be a human, not an animatronic . * * 

**-This'll take place in July of this year.** 

**-The animatronics ' bodies don't function like humans' 
would . * * 

**-The animatronics live in the pizzeria, but they don't have their 
own rooms . * * 

**-The murders and bite both happened.** 

**I think that's it. If I missed anything. I'll mention it. Now let's 
get this chapter started!** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Vincent looked out his window at the pizzeria. This was his 
heaven, the place where many young children waited for him to take 
their lives. Placing a big, white grin on his face, he parked in the 
parking lot and went inside. He made sure to enter when nobody was 
looking, since a waiter or waitress would walk up to him. He snuck 
into the back room, which was closed off, and looked around for the 
Fredbear suit he'd been using. But instead, he saw a skinny black and 
white striped puppet sitting there. Not moving. Maybe he was shut 
off. He couldn't use his suit, it was much too skinny. <p> 

"Vincent, I know why you're here," a supernatural-like voice said, 
which seemed to be coming from the mouth of the suit. "I didn't know 
that you robots controlled what you said, " Vincent said. "Yes, we 
do," the puppet said. "Anyway, you might know me. My name's 
Marionette, or Puppet, but I prefer to be called Jack. If you call me 
anything else but that in my presence, bad things will happen. So..." 
Then he sighed and said, "Want to be human again?" "What do you 
mean?" he asked. 

"I mean, do you want to be human again?" Jack repeated, his voice 
becoming unmuffled. Springtrap opened his eyes, realizing he's been 
asleep for a while. "Oh, uh . . . yeah," he said, speaking in his normal 
- or weird, according to everyone else - robotic voice. "Well, then 
you'll have to sacrifice something," he said. "What, chur voice?" the 
torn rabbit asked, his ears twitching. "No, Spring," the magical 
creature replied, sighing. "You'll have to sacrifice being an adult." 
"What chu talkin' 'bout?" he asked, raising a black brow. 

"You'll see," Jack said. "You wanna become human again or not?" "I'm 
not sure I should, but 'kay," Springtrap said. Jack muttered a spell 
to himself, making a dark purple orb appear inbetween his hands. He 
tossed it at the rabbit, then covered his nonexistent eyes as a 
blinding white light filled the room. Screeching went through 
Springtrap' s ears as he somehow felt pain in his torso. The pain 
spread throughout his body, first going down to his legs and feet and 
back up to his arms and hands along with his head and ears. 



The white light disappeared, along with the orb. The Springbonnie 
suit sat, empty with no human carcass in it. Beside it sat a small 
child, not older than 5 years old. The child had bleach blonde hair 
and hazel eyes, which currently were under his eyelids. "How 1 re you 
doing, little Vinny?" Jack asked. "Who's little Vinny?" Vincent 
asked, opening his eyes and standing up. He looked down at his small 
hands and body. "How..." Memories rushed through his mind, and that 
wasn't good. 

YOU KIDS ARE LITTLE, IDIOTIC, RETARDED MONSTERS!" the man yelled, 
chugging one beer after another. The child beside him said, "Yes, we 
are..." in a quiet, sad voice. "Vincent, say you're worthless and 
just trash like all of the children in the world, " his father said. 
"I'm worthless and just trash like all of the children in the 
world..." "Vincent, say that nobody loves or cares about you." 

"Nobody loves or cares about me..." "Vincent, say that you belong in 
Hell." "I belong in Hell..." "And you know why all those things are 
true?" "Why?" "BECAUSE YOU'RE A CHILD, AND ALL CHILDREN ARE USELESS 
PIECES OF JUNK THAT DESERVE TO BURN!" With that, he kicked his son to 
the ground. _ 

_Vincent yelped when he hit the carpet. The man picked him up by his 
hair, which caused him to screech, and grabbed his throat with a 
strong force. Vincent slowly felt air stop coming through, and he 
started to cry at the pain. "You pussy, stop crying," his father 
hissed. "Y'know what? This'll get you to stop." He pushed the 
8-year-old on the floor and held him down. _ 

Vincent closed his eyes, trying to not ever remember what happened 
next. Now he remembered why he hated and feared children so much; his 
father passed that down to him. Tears started to flow from his 
innocent little eyes, and he put his hands to them. "Vincent, you 
alright?" Jack asked, as if he cared. And he did. "You monster..." 
the child said, his cries turning into sniffling. "YOU MONSTER!" He 
tried to run, but the puppet grabbed him and held him in his arms. 
Vincent started to cry once more, and he wrapped his arms around the 
creature's thin neck. He felt safe with him, just like with the 
father he never had. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>I know that I was supposed to upload this after Golden 
Paws ended, but I can't help it. <strong> 


End 
f ile . 



